THE ESCAPE FROM THE LEADS       j^
in the meanwhile the hermits may eat up the provisions which
are to prevent me from dying of hunger.'
I bowed ironically and went my way. In spite of my
extreme need I was not displeased at this refusal. It made
me feel that I was a far finer gentleman than this patrician,
who bade me beg from the monks. I learned afterwards that
his wife reproached him bitterly for his hard-heartedness.
There is no doubt that benevolence and generosity ia^com-
moner among women than men.
I continued my way until sunset; then, tired, harassed,
and hungry, I stopped at a lonely, decent-looking house. I
asked the .concierge if I could see the master. He answered
that his master had gone to a wedding, but had ordered him
to welcome any friends who might come during his ab-
sence. So luck favoured me a second time, and again I found
a good supper and a good bed.
The next day I dined at a Capuchin monastery, and in the
afternoon came to a villa, the owner of which was a friend
of mine. I was shown into his study, where he was writing'
He dropped his pen in alarm when he saw me, and told me
to be off at once. I asked him to lend me sixty sequins,
offering him my note of hand, drawn on M. de Bragadin,
but he answered that he could give me nothing, not even a
glass of water, lest he incurred the anger of the tribunal.
He was a money-changer, a man about sixty years old, and
under great obligations to me.
Shaking with rage, I seized him by the collar, and pulling
out my pike threatened to kill him if he did not help me. He
opened a drawer full of gold, in his desk, and told me to
take what I wanted.
'Count me out six sequins,' I said.
*You asked for sixty.'
cYes—as a friendly loan; but as I must take them by
force I will only have six, and I will give you no receipt for
them. They shall be paid you back, though, at Venice, where
I shall write and tell of your mean and cowardly conduct;

